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All steadfast of mind stood against his steep

shield
The lord of the friends, when the Worm was

a-bowing

Together all swiftly, in war-gear he bided;
Then boune was the burning one, bow'd in his

going,
To the fate of him faring.    The shield was well

warding

The life and the lyke of the mighty lord king   2570
For a lesser of whiles than his will would have

had it,

If he at that frist on the first of the day
Was to wield him, as weird for him never will'd it,
The high-day of battle.    His hand he up braided,
The lord  of the   Geats, and the  grisly-fleck'd

smote he
With the leaving  of Ing, in such wise that the

edge fail'd,
The brown blade on the bone, and less mightily

bit
Than the king of the nation had need in that

stour,

With troubles beset.    But then the burg-warden
After the war-swing all wood of his mood      2580
Cast forth  the slaughter-flame,  sprung thereon

widely